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was waiting for my patient when he came, and seemed
pleased when he consented to have a cup of coffee with me
in the breakfast-room. Now that she had gone into this
thing, she was going to do it right: I could see that.

"You'll probably have some time on your hands, Mr.
Weatherby," I said, "and you are quite welcome to sit in
my library and smoke your pipe and read anything that
attracts you."

He nodded, dignifiedly, and thanked me. Before I left
the house I found an illustrated copy of Wallace Nutting's
Maine Beautiful, and laid it in a conspicuous place beside
the tobacco jar.

They were, as Mr. Weatherby had declared, great beans.
I had not suggested that he remain for dinner. It had been
a long, exciting day for him, and I didn't care to risk an
anticlimax. I had him sent back to the hospital where, I
learned later, he had eaten a good dinner and tumbled off
to sleep without grousing about anything.
But Weatherby's melancholia had cut in pretty deep and
I knew he would skid back into the same old mudhole if we
didn't stay with him until he was safe on firm ground. Many
worried people tinker with the idea of suicide, as a possible
escape from their frets, and come through that phase of
depression without serious harm; but if a man ever gets to
the point where he actually tries it, you want to look out!
One pleasant day of bright endeavour wouldn't be enough
to insure old Weatherby's life. I told him I should be greatly
obliged if he would come again to my house, on Saturday,
and bake a big pot of beans for a party I was giving to a few